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Biletz of Daily's lumber camp directs
r strunger to the eamp, Walter Sandry
ntroducon  bimmelt to John Dally, fore-
man, s Uthe Dilllogsworth Lumber Co.,
or most of IL" He mukes un&uu.lntlnm
Bith the camp and the work. Bllets tells
him of the Freacher. He dimcovers tha
rilnu bears the slgn of the Bllets tribe o
ndians and wonders what her surname
Is. 1In the fush of u tendér moment he
falis her “the Night Wind in the Pipes,"
and Wisses her. Poppy Ordway, o maga-
ne  writer from ow York, comes fo

fly'n, Hampden of the Yellow Plnes
Co. clalms title to the Hast Belt, Blndr'{"-
and Hampden's men fght over the dis.
uted tract. The Preacher stops the fight.
andry fnds that the deed to the st
ell  lins  never been recorded,  Poppy
rin with Humpden and tells Sandry that
Hampden s crooned and that she'll get
him.  Poppy goes to Salem in search of
svidonce nguinet Hampden., Bandry’s men
desert him for Humpden, who has offercd
more money, bilets goos to her friends
the SBlwashes nud persundes them to work
for Bandry to save the contract. Poppy
tells Bandry that she las proof of Hamp-
den's fliing bogus entries In collusion wirh

he commission. Bhe seen Siletx and
Bandry nlking together and  becomes
enlous. The blg timbor raft Is started on

winy, but I« blown up and Bandry is
Gangorously Injured, Poppy insilsts  on
taking caro of Sandry and saya she is his
romived wife. “No cries Blletz, "he
1sned me and | am his woman,” Tn Ban-
ry's delirlum he glves Poppy o clue to
ILII pral, On recovering Dally tells him of
the wsuccenful Alllng of his contract and
he mnys that he Iv wolng afier Hampden
himself and “get him stralght.”  Ma
Diuily shows Bandry Poppy's notes of lils
delirlous talk. l‘opsr plays with Hamp-
den, and nsks San when he will let
her use Information the crooked
g-lltnl and she tells
im whe In (ulnr Enst for a while. Back
East Poppy finds that Bandry held up an
aspociale of a crooked partner of his fa-
her for the price of the [Dillingworth
umbser Co., the associate dylng the sume
glchl. Poppy goon back to Dally's and
inits to Bandry that she knows his secret,

wto
He refuses her al

CHAFTER XXII.
The Price of Peace.

Important events have & way of
striking from ambush, without warn.
ing. SHo did the telegram which found
Bandry |dling among these women, so
strangely mixed up with his lte, who
held together for his sake. though
wide apart as the poles. It sald sim-
ply, “Come ut once. Mr, Wilton San-
dry falling rapldly,” and was signed by
the famous specialist

When the young man read it his
face went white as a swooning wom-
an’s and the hands that held the yel-
low paper shook uncontrollably,

His lips set with a deadly iliness
and he stared unseeingly out across
the glough.

"The incentive!™ triumphed Poppy
Ordway, “but oh, why must It take him
from me just now! | hate t!" and
sullen anger and digappointment flared
for an unguarded moment in her eyes

But the face of Slletz between its

bralds had suddenly fallen Into the
mold of grief, faithful reflection of
gmdry'l own, and she siid off the
porch to step softly, unconsclously
near, with bher hands clasped in dis-
trean.
+ An hour later the owner of the Dil
Hngworth gave a hand to Poppy and
Biletz simuitaneously, looked from one
face to the other, saw Love In the
black oyes and the blue, and felt a
pain ot his heart that he could not
explain,

Ma put a motherly touch on his
shoulder and sald s word that was
simple and earnest and tender as her
Ereat henrt. John took his last hur
ried orders, and Sandry was off in the
rig he had telephoned for to Toledo.

Weak and sad and torn by emo
tions, he watched for two whole daya
the great West slide by his Pullman
window—that wondrous Wost whose
subtle charm had lald ablding hold
upon his soul.

S0 nt lest he reached New York
looked with odd snfamiliarity upon Its
gayety and lfe, and hurried to the
great old houge In Riverside drive

Breathless, weak, scarce able to
ptand for the strain on his right limb
Bandry paused with Higgins bovering
adoringly around him In the dusky,
draped hall befors the magnificent
room of the Ivorles and browns

There was the ache of tears In his
throat, a terrible horror of what lay
behind the closed doors, an unendur-
able anguish of abnormal love, but he
squared his shoulders, lifted his head
with his old, jsunty air and entered.
He even called a smils to his lips,

in the high-canopied, copperposted
bed lay the old financler. Tha fine,
old face with its pleasant tracery was
marked by the hand of the Last Ao
countant, but 1t was still the face of
» great and good man, still beld it
benignity, its kindliness and courtll
nens.

Now. with Sandry's step, a mighty
gladness fell upon It, a light of joy
that was all-illuminating.

“Walter!” he cried out in a volce
of momentary strength. “Oh, my son!
My son!”

And with & shudder to the boy's
ears came an echo. “Absalom!"

He dropped beside the bed, gath

the white bead In his arms. and
rocked to and fro as women rock In
angulsh,

Presently Mr. Whton Sandry pushed
bis son from him with falling hands
and gaxed upon his face with the
starved eyes of long-denied affection.

"My boy!" he whispered btrokenly,
vmy life's crown, the point of my
whole success!”

The long, white hands quiversd an

Sandry'e shoulders. The bright. biue

began to Mght marvalously
"-?...gmudotnrhmu.

Walter, and it has been s splendid
Jjournoy—a grand journey—and | thank
my Maker for it! 1 have been blessed
beyond most men, beyond my deserts.
Your mother—she was above price—l
cannot estimate ber by any method.
8he was my one love and [ have never
thought of another In all my long lite.
May you find her oqual, my son, a pure
woman with a heart of the gold of
undying love. 8he waa an Estabrook—
the best blood In the country. Bhe left
me you—a son such as only she could
leave—and you have proved worthy of
her life. In character, Intellect, up-
rightneas—oh, what a son you are!"

The great spoeciallst, standing In the
eurtained aleove of the window behind
the empty wheeled chalr, turned anx-
lously. Little Doctor Gentry came for
ward, hesltating.

“Not too much, Mr. Sandry,” he
warned, "too much exertion, you
know—"

The dying man looked up with that
glowing fire in W8 keen eyes,

“Have I not walted for this hour?"
he smiled. "Have I not held back the
slckle of the Reaper for this one hour?
Let it be full, my friend—this is my
son—my son, of whom | am proud as
Alexander of his conquered world!—
and | have him here. Let it be fulll™

And Sandry, his heart like stone In
his breast, smiled back with the same
blue fire of keon ayes,

“Old chap,” he said lovingly, "we're
a palr together—I owe what 1 am to
you, sir—you have been my pattern.”

“Tush, boy! You gol your nature
from your mother. Only your excel
lent grip of inance, your youthful abil-
ity, your forging qualities," here there
wis & ring om unmistakable pride In
the words, "that, 1 do flatter myself I
bequeathed you, and It is a good gift,
a great gift when It goes with square-
ness, uprightness, and this you have
to s supernstural extent, That was
my last worry—the uncertainty as to
whether or not you possessed (t—the
gift of abllity. You have removed it
1 am at peace.”

Bandry, looking full at the speaker,
turned a dull erimmson from brow to
throat, but every nerva In his body
thrilled with a reckless triumph.

“My own success has been my third
great blessing. How great a blessing
o satigfaction, a pride—a weakneas, |
may say, | am afrald to think,

“That 1 bullded so well and held my
completed structure through the con
tinual changes and dangers of busi.
ness life has been my rounding-out,
the pleasant finiah to my career. Now,
boy. It goes to you—the fine, great
strueture of my fortuns.”

He ceased and smiled In an un-
bounded pride which proved his words
and was a8 balm to Bandry's soul

The son bowed his head In courtly
acknowledgment of a magnificent gift,
and his father went on:

“I have let you make your start with
the bare purchase price of your under.

i u"\i‘ 8
f

“My Boy!" He Whispered Brokenly.

taking, struggle along on lnsufficlent
capital, fight to make your ends meet—
oh, I know how it I8 in a new busl
nesa!—to prove you. Now the way s
open and you will go far. | am—at—
perce.”

With the iast sentence there came &
eateh In the strong volee, n space be
tween breaths. The specialist stepped
aquickly forward.

“Mr. Sandry—" he said warningly,
but nothing could stop the last up
rush of that indomitable spirit, the last
flame of joy and hurrying commun-
fon for which he had lingered with
one hand on the open gate of eternity.

"No"—he went on—"this Is my kour.
| am full—of triumph. ['m alnging—
my wswan song, Walter—and [I'm—
ashamed—te say—it ia all on Lwo
notes — love — that's — all right—and
pride. Pride, my boy—pride of life—
of—your mother's—love—of you—and
—of—of my financial success!”

He halted a momant and the special-
st hurriedly gave him a few drops of
soma powerful stimulant.

*QOh, If 1 could have been here soen-
wr, sir!” groaned Bandry.

“Hush! You—couldn't. And I—

have—you now. That's sufficlent. Just
your dear face, boy—so like—hers—to
be with me at the—Ilast moment.”

The gasping was more pronounced
and Sandry, his face like naben, raised
the old man higher In his arms, hold
Ing him tightly against his shoulder.
He glanced appealingly at Doctor Gen-
try, who shook his head. Then the
#on smiled down bravely in the bright
ayes upon his face.

“All right, sir,” he said simply,
“your word has ever been my law
We'll hush If you say so, 1 thank God
I'm here now.”

"—sgatisfled. Youre—a man, my—
son., A man—and a good—son. I'm
satisfled —nay—more—thrice blessed.
Amen, A"

The word tralled off suddenly, leay-
Ing the lips open. There was a long
breath, broken abruptly. The oyes
clesod naturally, slowly. The white
head slid gently down from Bandry's
shoulder,

With a ery that rang through the
room, Walter Sandry sprang up, lifting
the body.

“Father!” he cried once terribly.
Then he Iaid it back upon the bed,
turning away with shaking lips.

He clasped his hands hard bebind
him, while Doctor Gentry came silent-
Iy and laid an arm around bis shoul
ders.

In his soul was waging a seething
turmoil of emotions—angulsh and sol-
emn joy. shame and triumph, certalnty
and uncertainty.

“At peace!” he was thinking wildly.
"At peace and content!" while before
him his strained eyes came the thin
page from Silets' old Biblo with Its
cry “Oh, Absalom! My son, my son!"
wailed for the boy who fell from grace.

CHAPTER XXIIL
Proof at Last.

The summer was upon the hills with
A Vengeance.

“Mighty onusual" sald Ma
“this here heat. Hottest it's been fer
many a year; “it's a-goln' to be a
mighty dry season an’' IU's a-comin’
onrly.”

Which prophecy seemed due to be
fulfilled, A blue heat haze lay desp In
the valleys, hung amid the hills. The
deep floor of plne needles In the big
woods was already dry as powder, and
It was only late July. The camp was
humming ahead with the work. Thoy
hpd exceeded their expectations In
getting out logs, sending out more
than they had planned.

Miss Ordway, still mistress of the
little south room, worked feverishly
at the new story of the timberiands,
A bit of her brightness, some of her
painstaking cheeriness, was gone with
the summer's heat. She hnd thought
that long before this she would have
won, that the engagement she had so
daringly announced would be a fact.
She could not understand his holding
out agninst her.

Sandry bhad made many trips to
Salem, consulting with tho lawyer be
had summoned from the East, who was
turning heaven and earth In an effort
to prove what Bandry knew to be
true of Hampden, but It was unavaile
ing, The young commissioner st Ba-
lam was “on to his job" and the weoks
flaw by with not one raveled end L2
the ball of frand and deception and
eriminal futrigue which lay snug in the
doctored records of the state land of-
fice. Miss Ordway had dropped her
flling for the timber clalm and the
young commissioner was uneasily
searching his offices for the two let-
ters and a missing account book. He
did not faintly suspect that the last
time he had seen them was during the
visit to Salem of the charming new
acquigition to the “ring” [n faet,
gome of those days were still shrould-
e in a nebulous haze of mystery—rod
wine and rod Hips and a heady Infatua-
tion

But things were approaching an-
other change In Dally's lumber camp
One day in late July Sandry wrote see-
eral letters and Poppy Ordway. lean-
Ing familiarly over his shoulder.
reached ot a hand for them.

“I'm golng up to the forked stick,”

Dally,

she said languidly. “and 'l tske
them "
The dainty fngera were ail Jut

trembling with eagerness, for she saw
that one of them wan addressed 16
John H, Musseldern, at a town in New
Jarsey. ‘There wus none to observe
her on the sunny Siletz road behind
the low growth of spruce, and when
she strolled down the little meadow
mgain toward the cook-shack, that par
ticular letter lay safe inside the bosom
of her dress,

She went straight to the south room,
entered and closed the door. Her
hands trembled violently, but there
was no compunction for what she was
about to do In her heart. She was
pretty well armed with knowledge that
would give her a hold on Sandry, In
easo she was forced to use It, but
here, she balieved, would be prool pos
ftive, the actual written word that she
might hold before his eyes In some
hard event of the future,

With strong excitement sho slit the
envelope, drew out the sheet and be-
gan to read. Faster and faster came
her hot breath, redder and redder
grow her chooks, while triumph spar-
kled In her eyes She moved slightly
on her slippered feet, a little motion
of satisfaction that set her garments
whispering—as when the tiger, scemt-
ing its prey, squirms before the leap.

With eager haste she sat down st
her typewriter and beégan to write.
When she bad finished an hour later,
after long Intervals of study, there lay
under her hand a very creditable brief
of the tamous Whithy case—a verba
tim copy of President Whithy's last
letter, a concise history of Walter SBan-
dry's life since college, the notes in
the red morocco book, plainly speel-
fied as his delirious words, and n copy
of this lotter to Musseldorn. Taken

together, they made a chain of dedue-
tions 0 plain and simple as to be
condemning evidence.

At that moment Sandry himself.
stepping near the south window, called
her to come out and see the Siletz
squawe with thelr pyramids of bas
kets going down to Toledo, At his
volee she laid & jealous hand over the
papers, hurriedly pushed them bhack
tor safety, and rose, But Fate, that
had been walting, gave overimpetus to
the cautious motion and shoved them
a little too far back, so that they hung
in the small space between the type
writer stand and the wall—hung ten-
tatively until the wind from the clos-
ing door, which. as If it, too, were In
conspiracy, did not Iatch, caught them
and pulled them down to the clean.
rag-carpeted floor.

“Come, 8'lets,"” called Bandry as they
started for the road to intercept the
basket-bearers. but Siletz, sitting in
the west door with her chin in her
cupped palms, shook her head.

The heat wius Intense for the coast
country, dry and brilllant, and the
hills were blue as turquoise. She
watched Sandry and Miss Ordway for
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The Young Commissioner Was Un
eanlly Searching His Offices.

a lopg time as they picked among the
treasures trom the tidelands, and pres-
antly they fell in with the small, brown
women and all disappeared around the
bend In the Slletz road.

The acling fury began to rise In her
at thought of those two, alone, leav.
ing the women, ldling back together
Perhapa they would climb the hills for
a way, and sit together—perhaps—but
here the sadness fell upon her that
sald she was unworthy.

Had he not kissed her, and was she
not hus woman? Hin eyes were true,
and they had spoken things that bade
her be calm. Not yet had she learned
the le#son of hia greatneas that kept
him always so quiet and sane, even
in trouble.

There came a step beslde her, a soft
step padding on the worn, bare floor,
and Coosnah came from the east
porch, panting with the heat. He
leaned agalnst the famb of the door
to the little sowth room, scratching
luxuriously, and promptly jumped as
the door swung swiftly Inward. Again
Fate smiled Impishly and sent at that
auspielous moment the first good
hreege of the warm day sucking up
the valley. It caught the papers on
the floor under the typewriter table,
fluttered them daringly, and with a
whistle and whoop bore them tum-
bling out across the awept boards of
the eating-room floor, o lodge sgainst
the rocker of Ma's little chair,

The girl in the doorway turned,
reaching out a halfpnwilling hand to
save her rival's property. Not yet had
Slletz lemrned a tenth of Sandry's
code, elgs she would have folded the
packet and laid It aside.

Instend, with the freedom of camp
life and utter Innocence, she began
to rend, wonderingly at first, then, as
gho saw Sandry's name, with hushed
breath and parted lips. When she had
fifishod the first part she paused and
stared oul across the sloping lift of
meadow, already sere and brown with
the summer heat, Pugaled, but half
comprehending, yet filled with a name-
leas fenr, she felt her fingers shaking
a8 she turned the page to Sandry's
letter,

Dally's Camp, Toledo, July =, 18-
John H. Musseldorn—

The time of restitution hr begun. As

ou made the structure of my f[ather's
uns but u gutted and empty shell, so

you mlone have the know and the

cunning to Ml it to liw formor su

unknown to the outm workd. Iton
Sandry s gone, but his pride remains
and It mutb&nrhﬁml. era In the re-
mittance which t ou would some

forthcoming. Take It and obtain
$a7 dend 1o the Meadowiands Farm which

the money, Put it

(:um?:u'lml::' 'nf lho!u' nl!!‘!r:;
w. ® 10

g“’m |f—:1-1 {t This ls & threat. Ree

[ e
r that thoss proofs, which you and
lln:u'llll"h'ﬁ:tsm!llillec thought destroyed, ure

fe In m
- Jmm:'"“ ut}mb rn? wl& t‘r‘c n!ﬂhd
W Lo man » buying back of ev-
"?:n of p'f'u.pﬁrlr‘ every horse on tha

ng every stock and bond

that you, u r the power-of-attorney
which an honorable and trusting old man
lnvug:d‘ in 3u ':rhm’ I:n aoula r:g! longer
ba about, mold— own p :

Through travall bloody awent I k
my father in Ignorance of his ruln unil
hin death,

An | had merey on James B. Whit-
by for his mau wi’th you In the Infam-

cusly mats doals which made Wil
ton ry an unconsclous pauper, so
will 1 have no merey on you. You know
what 1 kpow, and aliake In your shoes

beonuse It, r 8o . [ ahall ex-
mctl the deed to the Meadowlands Furma

R ?A{.Tgﬁ‘mﬁnnr

Trembling with premonition of dis-
aster (o Sandry, Siletz sat holding
the strange documents. A great anger
began to well In her against the other
woman. She opensd the buttons of
her blue shirt and dropped the folded
packet Inside its blouse.

On the Sllotz road Sandry and Miss

Ordway were strolling back, They
stopped & moment &t the forked stick,
and Poppy Ordway dropped Sandry's
letter, re-sealed, into the sack before
his very eyes. It was & daring thing
to do and it set her blood leaping for
joy In her own coolness. When they
regched the camp she went directly
to her room,

It was a long time before she came
out again, and Sandry had gone. When
she did she stood In the doorway and
looked at Silets, white and filled with
a lowering anger, and Bilets, looked
back as white. They were women,
pure and simple, and they matched in
that moment their wit d@nd thelr
strength. Miss Ordway knew by that
look that Siletz had those papers—
more, that she knew thelr contents—
but she dared not say a word. If the
girl should show them to Sandry,
should destroy them— Bhe was al
most on the polnt of flinging herself
upon the slim, dark creature, risen
along the doorpost, and fightify for
posseasion of her property. But there
was somoething sickening In the steady
glint of those dark eyes, In the halt-
wild erouch of the slender body, and
she only stood and held to the lintel,
consumed with & wrath that could
have killod

But the wrath of Slletz was worse
—1t would have killed, forgetful of the
Preacher, whose word had bean her
simplo law of life, forgetful of SBandry,
who had become her pattern In his
sanity and judgment.

With an effort the woman molstened
her hips,

“Did—did you find—na bunch of—Ilet-
tera?" she asked between her gripping
teeth

And Blletz, for the first time In her
life, choked down ber literal fear of
damnation and Hed.

“"Lord, forgive me," she whispered
first, and then, "No."

(TO HE CONTINUED)

WAR-CRIES USED BY THE JEW

They Are Many and in All Tongues,
But Ancther One s Sald to
Be Coming.

"The Jew has as many war-cries as
there are tongues In Europe, for he
fights with them all; and then he has
hie own warcry, that sternal tearful
cry of his that in these days i# rending
the heavens over Russian and Galician
Polands," B. R, Lipsstt writes In the
Century.

“And still thore (s another and a
nower ery coming, the war-cry of the
neutral Jew. To arms! to arma! O Is
rael! has arisen, the sudden thunder-
ing ery throughout the length and
breadth of the New York Ghetto and
all the other Ghettos In the larger
citien of Ameriea,

“We know, of course, what are the
arms of the Ghetto Jew; they are
tongue and pen. Hy means of these
it is intended to raise the Jew from
the depths of hin ashes and make him
a lve nation agaln A congrees of
American Jows Is to he called and It
Is to demand, at the concluaion of the
war, or before it, the return of Pales
tine to its ancient owners For the
Jows are a natlon, and they must have
n land and Paleatine is theirs.

“That Is to say, In brief, that while
nearly three.quarters of a mililon Jews
on the European battieflelds are at
one another's throats, In vindleation
each of a different nationality, the
Jews far away from the bursting shells
and glittering bayonels are calling out
to them: '‘No, you are all in the wrong.
For you are all one,’

“It I8 not for us to delermine
whether the Jows are a nation. It Is
not for one man to teli another what
he should be. One (s what one feels
If the Jews feel themselves o natlon,
that is sufficient.”

Seals Again Plentiful.

Under the precautions taken to pre-
vent the extinctlon of the fur seals In
Alagkn and the Pribilof lslands the
spacies has multiplled so rapldly that
the bureau of fisheries now recom.
mends that the killing of male seuls
be resumod.

Bver since the slgning of the po-
Inglc treaty between Rusaln, England,
Japan and our own natlon: prohlbit-
Ing the destruction of cow seals upon
the high =eas, the government haw
taken an occasional census of the
senln. The last of these fxed the
number of seals owned by the United
States nt 301,544, ae against less than
twenty thousand In 1806,

Besides fur, other possible use of the
seal |8 being considerad by the bureau
of fisheriea, The scarcity of the
world's meat supply and the tremen-
doua fhereans In seals as revealed by
the last census suggest the shipping
of seal meat to the United Btates for
food. Those who have tasted It say
that meat from & young seal Is dell
clous In flavor and that seal ateak
would be a popular addition to a tash
fonable hotel menu,

Famillar Objects to Him.,

The old British sergeant was out
with the new wsguad of recrults on
musketry exercise, range-fnding, ete.
Pointing out & lnrge house and giving
the range, he asked If any of them
eould plek out mny detalls about the
house.

“Yen, alr, anawered Joe “There's
a small wall In the garden, some
Jumps o' conl In & heap, and a bird-
enge In the ‘ront window.”

“Well, my Iad,” sald the sergeant,
“you have remarkable eyesight
What's your name and number? How
ia It you can see no well at the dis-
tance?”

“Oh," replied Joe, “that's whore A'm
billeted, sergeant.”

Large Russian Wheat Harvest
Russia Ino 1913, harvested H47.504,.
000 bushiels nf wheat

CANADIAN GROP3
EXCGELLENT

Returning Tourists Speak Well
of Their Treatment in
Canada.

. —

The Capndien Government, bhaving
made extensive preparations during
the last few yeurs to impurt to the
Natlonal Park system n degree of com-
fort and pleasure to the visitor, com-
bining the best efforts of man with the
very best gifts of creation, has now
the satisfnction of seelng un appreciu-
tion of the e¢fforts they have mude,
Tourists returning from n trip over
the Canadiun Pacifie, the Grand Trunk
Puelfic and the Canndinn Northern
rallways spenk enthusinsticully of the
beauties that are revenled s these
roads enter and pass throuvgh the
mountains, The Governiment has spent
eunormous suins of money Inying out
ronds, and developing ensy means of
necess to glacler, hill, valley, Inke and
stream, For what purpose? That the
wonders that Cannda possesses In (ts
natural purks moy become more enslly
necessible und afterward talked about
that a tourist teavel through Cuanndn
would result. ‘Tourist travel means
business, and It ia business that Can-
adi seeks, To make It even more caxy
for this travel, the Government hos
taken puins to muke every step of the
tourlst’s entry Into Canada one that
will give the very least degree of trou-
ble. On crossing the border, there s
only the ordinnry examination of bag-
gage, and the only precaution I8 that
In the case of forelgn nliens, and even
In their case there 8 no difMeuity
when the ofMeinls are satisfied that
they nre not attempting entry a8 ene
mlen,

Although ofeinls of the Government
have taken cvery meand to bring to
the nttention of the tourlst and others
that no diffieulty could be placed In
the way of thelr admission, there still
remalned doubt In the minds of sowe,
Only the other day the Government
took action again, and authorized the
statement that no mensures taken for
recrulting the forces either have been
or will be applied to noy persons who
are not ordinnrlly resldent In the Do-
minlon, Nor is [t the intention to ask
for volunteers exeept from wimeng Brit-
lah sulijects, resident In Canuds, More-
over, the Millinry Service Act, under
which conseription is applied in Great
Britain, affects only persons “ordinar-
Hy restdent In Great Britain”

Americans and British subjects resi-
dent In the United States who de-
sire to vislt Canadn will find po more
trouble ut the border than they have
experienced In the past, und upon ar
riving they will be mude ns welcome
ns ever. War conditions of any kind
will not Inconvenlence or loterfere
with them.,

The Immigration authorities sug-
gest that, as o precaution against in-
convenlence, naturalized Americans
whose country of origin wus one of
those at war with the British empire,
should provide themselves with thelr
certificntes of naturalization,

Now that It Is Impossible to visit
Europe, the planning of your vacation
trip through Canada Is one to give
conslderation to, The Governioent has
tnken nn aetlve Interest In Its Na-
tonnl Purks In the heart of the Rocky
mountuing, These can be reached by
uny of the lines of rallwnys, and the
officinls ut these parks have been ad-
vised to render every attentlon to the
visiting tourists, who In addition to see-
Ing the most wopderful scenery In the
world—nothing grander--nothing bet.
ter—have excellent wagon and motor
ronds, tuking them Into the utter re-
cesses of whnt was at one time con-
sidered practically innceessible,

In nddition to this the tourist will
not be Innctive to the practienl pos-
aibllitles that will be before him as he
passes over the grent plalos of the
Western Provioces,. The lmmense
wheat flelds, bounded by the horizon,
no matter how far you travel. The
wide pasture lands, giving home snd
food to thousands of heads of horses
and cattle. The future of a country
that he before only henrd of but knew
80 little nbout, will be revenled to him
in the moat wonderful panorama, and
Imprinted In the lens of his brain In
such & way that he will bring back
with him the story of the richness of
Agricultural Western Cannda. And
he will also have had an enjoyable
outing.—Advertisement.

Halled the Change.

“You look very smiling this morn-
ing, Toner," sald Balley. "I goess
I ought to be. 1 went to a fortune
teller lust night and she prophesied
Immedinte fioancial reverses,” chor
tled Toner.

“1 fall to see anything very Jo, .

In that," sald Balley.

“You would If you knew nnything
about my finances” sald Toner, “I
tell you right now that If they don't
reverse prétty quick I'll be busted.”

Willing to Oblige.

“Have you found space for my poem
yotT" asked the purty with the un-
barbered halr as he entered the edi-
torial sanctum.

“Not yet," replied the busy man be-
hind the blue pencll, “but I expect to
Just as soon am the office boy finds
time to empty the waste basket."

Sclence and Philanthropy.

“Think of the llves sclence saves”

“It all depends on whether your scl-
eptist 18 working with medicines or
high explosivea™

'l




